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But now, since that great moment, I had as it were got wings.
I could mount aloft above what used to threaten me; as the bird
can fly singing and with ease across the fiercest stream, while the
little dog stands anxiously baying on the bank.
My joy was indescribable; and though I did not mention it to
any one, my people soon observed an unaccustomed cheerfulness
in me, and could not understand the reason of my joy. Had I
but forever held my peace, and tried to nourish this serene temper
in my soul! Had I not allowed myself to be misled by circum-
stances, so as to reveal my secret! I might then have been saved,
once more, a long and tedious circuit.
As in the previous ten years of my Christian course, this
necessary force had not existed in my soul, I had just been in
the case of other worthy people; had helped myself, by keeping
my fancy always full of images, which had some reference to God:
a practice so far truly useful; for noxious images and their bane-
ful consequences are by that means kept away. Often too our
spirit seizes one or other of these spiritual images, and mounts
with it a little way upwards; like a young bird fluttering from
twig to twig.
Images and impressions pointing towards God are presented
to us by the institutions of the Church, by organs, bells, singing,
and particularly by the preaching of our pastors. Of these I used
to be unspeakably desirous : no weather, no bodily weakness could
keep me from church; the sound of the Sunday bells was the
only thing that -rendered me impatient on a sick-bed. Our head
Court-chaplain, a gifted man, I heard with great pleasure; his
colleagues too I liked; and I could pick the golden apple of the
word from' the common fruit, with which on earthen platters it
was mingle^. With public ordinances, all sorts of private exer-
cises were combined; and these too only nourished fancy and a
finer kind of sense. I was so accustomed to this track, I rever-
enced it so much, that even now no higher one occurred to me.
For my soul has only feeders, and not eyes; it gropes, but does
not see : Ah! that it could get eyes a#d look!
Now again, therefore, I went with a longing mind to sermon:
but alas, what happened! I no longer found what I was wont to
find. These preachers were blunting their teeth on the shell,
while I enjoyed the kernel. I soon grew weary of them; and
I had already, been so spoiled, that I could not be content with
the little they afforded me. I required images, I wanted im-

